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The EXAMINER: 











From Thucsvay “Auguft 31. to Chursvay September 7 1710. 
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Nec prave fattis decoraré ver fibus opto, 
Ne rubeam pingui donatus munere.—— Hor. 








1 ELIT 





"Tis the Misfortune of oar Atbens, like that of an- 
cient Greece, to be govern’ a fet number y- 
; of Dearied 


rants: The Works Men are weigh’d here 


by the ing: Balance of Party ; and he is fure to © 
be moft I in his Writings, who is, in their 
Phrafe, moft shorough-pac'd in his Politicks. Trelooby 


the general Applaufe for a whole Winter ; while 
oe phe cou'd fcarce get inro the Theatre, ‘till 
had thrown her felf at the Feet of one of thefe Re- 
Cee in this Mint, that a curious Piece of 
Poetical Workmanhip was agp Pet yd and, by 
the Mafters of the Company, allow'’das current and 
authentick Coin. Norwithftanding which Stamp of 
Authority, a Critick, unknown to me, has prefum’d 
to make fome Obfervations upon this Performance ; 
both which, I hope Dr. Ben——-y will excule me 
for Publithing, fince this is fuch Poetry, as he has ne- 
ver found among the Greek or Latin Writers. 


Hit weeping Europe bends beneath ber Is, 
And where the Sword deftroys mot, Famine kills ; 
Our Ifle enjoys by your fuccefsful Care, 
The Pomp of Peace amidft the Woes of War. 
So much the Publick to your Prudence cwes, 
You think no Labours long for our Repofe, 
Such Condué, fuch Integrity are " 
There are no Coffers empty but your owns 
From mean age Merit you retrieve, 
Unaskt you offer, and unfeen you give. ; 
Your Favour like the Nile Increafe beftows, 
And yet conceals: the Source from whence it flows : 
Se poiz'd your Paffions are, we find no Frown, 
If Funds oppreft not, and if Commerce run. 
Taxes DIMINISHT, Liberty entire, 
Thofe are the Grants your Services requires 
Thus far the State- Machine wants no repair, 
But moves in Matchlefs Order by your Care.. , 
Free from Ccnfufion, festl’d and ferene, . 
And like the Univerfe, by Springs unfeens —_ 


But now fome Star, finifter to our Prayers, 
Contrives new Scheines, and calls you from Affairs. 
No Anguifb in your Looks, nor Cares appear, 

But bow to teach the unprattis'd Crew to freer. 
Thus, like Jome Viétim, no Conftraint you need, 


To expiate their Offence, by whom you bleed. 


Ingratitude’s a Weed in every Clime, 
It thrives too. faft at fv, but fades in Time. 
be God of Day, and your own Lot's the fame, 
Vapours you bavetais'd, obfcure your Flame. 
> you fuffer, and a while retreat, 
e 


But the 
Your Glebe of Light looks larger as you fit 
A Letter to the Ex aMINER.: 


. I Send you thefe Verfes enclos’d, which I have read 

* with great Atrention ; and from the Character 
* of che Patron, as well as of the Poet, with no or 
* dinary Inclination to be pleas’d. Bur fo dull am J, 
* that there does not appear to my Apprehenfion, ei- 
© ther Poetry,Grammar,or Defign in the Compofition, 
* The whole feems to be, as the Sixth Edicor of the 
* Dif/penfary happily exprefies ir, 


A [trong unlabour'd Impotence of Thought | 


“ lf we examin it by the New Tet of good Poetry, 
‘ which the Ds. bimfelf bas eftablith’d, Pleafing at fir? 
* Bluf, has this Piece che leait Title eventothar? Or, 
* if we compare it with the only Patrern,as he thinks, 
* of juft Writing in this kind, Ovid,is there any thing 
* in De Triftibus fo wild, fo childith, or fo flat 3 
* What can the Ingenious Dr, mean? Or at what 
* time could he write thefe Verfes? Half of the Po. 
* em is a Panegyrick on a Lord Trea(urer in being ; 
* and the reft a Complement of Condolance to an 
* Earl that has loft the Staff. 
* In thirty Lines his Patron is a River, the-Primum 
* Mobile, a Pilot, a Viftim, the Sum, any Thing and 
* Nothing. Ele beftows Increafe, conceals Lu Source, 
* makes the Machine move, teaches to Steer, expiares 
* our Offences, raifes Vapeurs, and looks larger as be fees. 
* Nor is the Choice of his Expreffions lefs exquifite, 
‘than that of his Similes. For Commerce to run , 
* Paffions to be poig'd, Merit to be retriew’d from De- 
‘ 5 a Machine co be Serene, is perfectly 
‘New: The Doctor has a happy Talent ar Inven- 


. tions and has had the Glory of inriching our Lan- 


* guage by his Phrafes, as much as he has improy’d 
© Medicine by his Bills. ” 


But 
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- Bat ro be more particular —— 


And where the Sword deftroys not (fays our Panegyrift) 
Famine kills. 


“I could with the Verfe would have allow’d of the 
‘Word Plazue, or P&tilence; for 1 fuppole that's what 
* the Author means. . I have beard of the Plague at 
* Dantzick ; but what part of Eurdpe Famine rages 
* in, pa not. Why won’c Phyfick ftand here? 
© "Tis betrer Senfe, and runs as well, What the 
© Pomp of Peace ‘s, 1 as little comprehend, as how it 
* can be enjoy'd amidft the Woes of War. 


Such Condutt, Juch Integrity are [hown, 
There are no Coffers empty, but your own. 


€ there were more Truthin ir. Some Coffers, I have 
‘heard were empty three Weeks ago; and if they 
‘ are.not fo ftill, the Nation is more oblig’d ro ths 
© Doctor's Unpraais'd Crew, thanto the Experienc’d 
© Pilot. ‘to - 

: Unask'd you offer. 


© Since there is fo little Poetry in this hg I with 





* © A great Difcovery ! I always thought till now, he 


* that was ask’d, might be {aid to give ; ‘but not pro- 
* perly to offer. The Malicious Part of the World will, 
* I doubr, be apr toobferve, Thar this Sentence, as 
* it ftands here, is as true in Fact, as ‘tis exact in Lan- 
“guage. © : 


Your Favour, like the Nile, Increafe beftows. 


© If che Beauty of the Simile is to be judg'd of by 
‘the frequent Ule which the Poets of all Ages have 
* made of it, fcarce any can come in Competition 
* with the Doctor's River. The Nile on thefe Occa- 
* fions is as Trice, as the Stories of Icarus and Phae- 
© thon. L remember I us'd it, when I was abour 
© Twelve, in a NeweYears-Gift to my Uncle, and was 
© beartily atham’d of it a Year after. . A School-Boy 
*can no more mifs the Ni/e, than a French Author, 
* when he Dedicates to the Grand Monarch, can 
* live without the Sun, that other Simile in which 
© the Doctor rejoyces. | 


-—Some Star finifier to our Prayers, 
Contrives new Schemes. 


* Alii legunt Five Stars; which makes this Paffage 
“ Intelligible. Ihave often heard 4ftrolegers talk of 
*a forcof Influence, that Stars have upon Human 
* Affairs; but I know of no Stars, but chofe in Mr. 
* Bickerftaff's Conftellation;§ that ever. contriv’d 
© Schemes, and thofe too were erected under no ve- 
‘ry oy Alpe. 

* My Lord's Care, he tells us, is to teach the Un- 
© pratiss'd Crew to Steere By Crew, we are to under- 
© ftand the Lords of the Treafury. A very civil Ex- 
* preffion! But as to the Senfe of it: What Affinity 
* is there between Crew and Steering? Is Steering 
* the Bufinefs of the whole Ship’s Crew ? This is a 
* rue Image of the Whig Scheme, where every Man 
* is bis own Pilot, 

* If we read the next two Lines, we thall find thefe 
* People have wounded him, and yer like the beft- 
* natur'd Vi@im imaginable, he needs no Conftraint to 
* expiate their Offence. All this is what the French 
* call Gallimatias, and what the Englifh Criticks 
“term Nonfenfe. But what follows? For whom you 
© Bleed. Bleed! What, is the Devil in the Dofor,to 
* mention fach a Word, and give fo unlucky a Hint. 
* Lbop'd thar this Point had been fo well guarded, 
* that there could be no farther need of an 4& of Se- 


* curity. : 
The God of Day, and your own Lot's the fame ; 


* A bundred Pound for a Genitive Cafe, as Old Busby 
* us’d co cry out upon fuch an Occafion. 


» 


* Bur to go on,efrom Grammar to Decency. Of 
© this Happinefs of Great Britain, is any part afcrib’d 
© to the Queen ? To this Machine, which moves fo 
* like the Univerfe, does the Royal Hand give any 
* Turn ? Methinks he might at leaft allow Her Ma- 
* jefty,as much ag his Friends did in the Coronation- 
* Medal, ‘ 

VICEM GERIT ILLA. 


© But as the Poet obferves, 
Ingraitude’s a Weed of every Clime- 


© He will give me-leave, in my own Turn; to ob- 
© ferve, That in Dom Sebaftian it is, . 


Ingraitude’s the GROWTH of every Clime: 


© What occafion was there of altering a Verfe he 
© thought fit to fteal? This is being a meer Bandites 
* in Poett¥;t6 Rob and Murder too. But who is to be 
© charp’d with this Ingratitude ? The whole Body of 
‘the Nation did indeed with the T———r_ out; 
€ but ‘twas’ Her Majefty only that could difplace 
© him. Such are the Complements which the Crown 
© receives from this Antimonarchical Academy. Ex- 
* cellent Poets, dutiful Subjects ! 

© I could give you ee more Obfervations upon 
* the Beauties of this fublime Pamegyrick, if I had 
«my Longinys by me. It has been Corrected, I find, 
© ewice or thrice already, and if the Author Correfs 
© it once more, I am fo well acquainted with his lucky 
€ Performances that way, that I don’t doubr, bur I 
© thall be rempted ro write to you again upon the 
* fame Subject. He will nor be like himfelf, if he 
© does not /hift his Patron as well as his Phrafes ; and 
© it won't {urprize me at all, if in the next Edition the 
¢ Poem thould come out Infcrib’d ro the late T——r 
© of Ireland. 

* But I believe by this time the Town is tir’d with 
‘the Verfes, and you with rhe Criticifms of 


Your moft Humble Servant, 
Philodingle. 


My unknown Friend Mr. Philodingle bas taken my 
Province from me; however, I am oblig’d-to him 
for his Efay. The beft Return which can be made 
to an Ingenious Man, is to afford him frefh Matter 
to employ his Thoughts, and more Opportunities of 
fhewing his Sagacity. For this Reafon I prefent my 
Brother Examiner witha Riddle, which was fent me 
by a Sage, ftudious of Egyptian Knowledge, and 
much addicted to the Hieroglyphicks. 


The RIDDLE. 


S PHINX was a Monfter, that wou'd eat 
Whatever Stranger fhe cou'd get ; 

Unlefs bis ready Wie difclos'd 

The fubtle Riddle fe propos’ d. 

Oedipus was refolo'd to go, 
And try what firength of Parts coud do: 
Says Sphinx, On the depends your Fate ; 
Tell me what Animal # that, 

Which bas four Feet at Morning bright; 
Has two at Noon, and three at Night? at 
Ts Man, faid be, who weak by Nature, 
At firft creeps like bu fellow-Creature, 
Upon all four : as Tears accrue, 

With fturdy Steps he walks om tmo : 

In Age, at length, grown weak and fick,. 
For bu third Leg adopts bi Stick. 

Now in your turn, "tm juft, methinks, 
You floou'd refolve me, Madam Sphinx; 
What franger Creature yet # be, 

Who has four Legs, then two, then three ; 
Then lofes one ; then gets two more; 

And runs away, at laft, on four ? 





LONDON: Printed forJoun Morpue w, near Stationers-Hall, 1710. 




















































